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ITH reſpect to Revelation, were I more in- 


| ſtructed than I am, perhaps I might perceive 
its truth, and its utility to ſuch as are ſo happy as to 
«embrace it. But I perceive on the one hand, arguments 
in favour of Chriſtianity, which I am unable to an- 


ſwer: I ſce on the other, objections, againſt which I 
cannot reſolve. There are ſo many ſolid reaſons for 
and againſt it, that, not knowing on which fide the 


truth lies, and unable to come at a fixed determina- 


tion, I remain in ſuſpence, and neither acknowledge 
nor reject it. Inſtead of diſbelieving, I only doubt; 
and even my doubt is full of reſpect. I have not the 


preſumption to think myſelf infallible.” 


acknowledge, at the fame time, that the majeſty 


which reigns in the ſacred writings, fills me with a 
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ſolemn kind of aſtoniſhment; and that the ſanctity of 


the Goſpel ſpeaks in a powerful and commanding £.. 


language to che feelings of my heart. Gaſt your eye 
on the writings of Philoſophers ; behold them in all 
their ſtudied pomp; and ſee how trifling, how inſig- 
nificant they appear, when compared with the ſacred 
records of the Goſpel! Is it poſſible that a book ſo 
ſublime, and yet ſo artleſs and ſimple, can be a produc- 
tion merely human? Is it poſſible that the perſon 
' Whoſe hiſtory it unfolds, can be conſidered. as a mere 
man? Hear him ſpeak | Behold his actions! Is that 


” 


the language of enthuſiaſm ? Is that the lordly tone 


of an ambitious ringleader? On the contrary, what 
gentleneſs and purity in his manners! What mildneſs 
5 and affecting grace in his inſtructions! What elevation 
"7s and dignity in his maxims! What deep wiſdom in his 
_ diſcourſes! What preſence of mind, what delicacy, 
what preciſion in his anſwers to the demands of the 
ignorant, or the objections of the pervert! What an 
amazing Empire over his paſſions, did his whole con- 


duct and converſation diſcover! Where is the man, 


where is the ſage that has ſo far attained the perfection 
of wiſdom or virtue, as to live, act, ſuffer, and die, 
without weakneſs on the one hand, or oſtentation on 
the other? That ſage is Chriſt. When Plato drew 
the ideal Portrait of a good man, covered with. the 
reproach that is due to iniquity, while he deſerved 
the immortal prize of virtue, he drew exactly the 
character of Jelus. The reſemblance was ſo ſtriking 
that it was perceived by all the Chriſhan fathers, and, 
indeed, it was impoſſible to miſtake it. Who, but 
ſuch as the tyranny of prejudice and wilful blindneſs 
hinder from perceiving; things in their true light, 
would dare to compare the ion of Sophroniſcus with 
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the ſon of Mary? What an immenſe diſtance is there 


between theſe two characters! Socrates, expiring 
without pain or diſgrace, acted his part, and ſuſtained 
It to the end without much effort; and if that eaſy 
death had not reflected a luſtre on his life, it would 
be a queſtion, whether Socrates, with all his wit and 
ſagacity, was any thing more than a ſophiſt : he was, 


ſay ſome; the inventor of morality: but what do ſuch 
mean? Morality was practiſcd long before Socrates; 


and he had only the merit of ſaying what others had 
done, and of diſplaying, in his inſtruction, what they 
exhibited in their examples. Ariſtides had been juſt 
before Socrates had defined what juſtice was. Leo- 
nidas had laid down his life for his country, before 
Socrates had commended the love of our country as a 
moral duty. Sparta was frugal before Socrates had 
praiſed frugality ; and Greece abounded with virtuous 


men, before he had explained the nature of virtue. 


But was it from the morals and examples of his coun- 
tryman, that Jeſus derived the lines of that pure and 
ſublime morality that was inculcated in his inſtructions, 
and ſhone forth in his example, and which he alone 
taught and practiſed with an equal degree of per- 
fection? in the midſt of a people, where the moſt 
furious fanateciſm reigned, moſt exalted wiſdom 
raiſed her voice, and the grand ſimplicity of the 
moſt heroic virtues, caſt a luſtre upon the vileſt and 
moſt worthleſs of all the nations. The death of 
Socrates, who breathed his laſt in a philoſophical 
converſation with his friends, is the mildeſt death 
that nature or wiſdom could deſire, while the death 
of Jeſus, expiring in torment, injured, inhumanly 
treated, mocked and ourſed by an aſſembled people, 
is the moſt horrible one that a mortal could apprehend 
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Socrates, while he takes the poiſoned cup, gives his 
bleſſing to the perſon who preſents it to him, with 
the tendereſt marks of ſorrow. Jeſus, in the midſt of 
his dreadful agonies, prays---for whom ? for his exe- 
cutioners, who were foaming with rage againſt his 
perſon? Ah! if the life and death of Socrates, carry 
the marks of a ſage, the life and death of Jeſus pro- 
claim a God! | | 
Will any one fay that the goſpel hiſtory is all mere. 
fiction? Believe me, my friend, it is not ſo that im- 
poſtors go to work. I ſee nothing here that has the 
air of fiction; and the facts relating to Socrates, of 
which no mortal entertains the leaſt doubt, are not ſo 
well atteſted as thoſe that are recorded in the hiſtory 
of Chriſt. All your ſuppoſitions will be attended 
with the ſame difficulty, which removes ſome ſteps 
farther off, but which will return in its full force; for 
it is much more inconceiveable and abſurd to fuppoſe, 
that a number of perſons ſhould have laid their heads 
together to compoſe this book, than it is to grant, 
that the ſubject of it may have been taken from the 
real hifc and actions of one man. Jewiſh writers, with 
all their efforts, could never have arilen to that noble 
and elevated tone, to that pure and ſublime morality, 
that reigns in the Goſpel; and the hiſtory of Jeſus is 
clothed with ſuch characters of truth, with lines of 
credibility, that have ſomething in them ſo ſtriking, 
ſo abſolutely inimitable, that the, inventor of ſuch 
things would be itil] a greater object of aſtoniſhment 
than the hero of whom they are reported. | 
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